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The (onning Tower

Faith

Seme 987 the fairies are dead,
pat 1 cannot believe it. .
say that Germany will never be again
What she was pefore steel cramped her imagination

4od gunpo*dﬂ' blew the fragments of her real self
Ioto & gtalking demon.

yet 1 cannot believe that, either.
pight T dreamed that the fairies were coming back to Ger-

Last
many

When we wh
have swept

And I beard the fairies say

That we had better hurry that work,

Qr there would be no place for them

M_rwhf.rf-

Add honors for contribs: George S. Patterson is a private in
& Aviation Section of the Signal Corps, and old Mel Price is
lhﬂtl-! to leave for France as a private in the U. 8. Medical Corps.
“[ have had so many physical exams,” says Private Price, “that

every time I see 8 doctor now I automatically begin to disrobe.”

7. R:ON DR. KUNO MEYER

A to Dr. Kuno Meyer,
I assert that he's a misquoter.

o also give them scant space for play
Germany clean of steel and gunpowder,

Ar.

Residence in Washington aroused in us a deep apd fascinated
jpterest in the esteemed Congressional Regord. When _the Record
is two or three days late in arriving—as it generally is—the day
doesn't begin right for us any more.

THE DIARY OF OUR OWN SAMUEL PEPYS

August 8—All the day at my tasks, wh'ich appear daily to
gultiply, and in the evening to meet Will White and Henry Allen,
ho tell me they are going to France for the Red Cross, and we to
the playhouse and gaw “Hitchy Koo,” the merriest hsr]equi?;lde I
pave seen of all those in town, and R. Hitchcock espied Will and
made droll remarks about him. To an inn, where H. Allen got me
some chicken livers and a bottle of sarsaparilla, and so home, and
N be;-.—liud this day K. Norris's “Martie the Unconque.red,”
wherein is some of the best characterization she has yet w_ﬂtt!n.
To the office, where all afterncon, and with my wife and Mistress
Brenon to dinner.

10—Up betim
save for five or six hours
two. But I was glad of seeing them,
H. Canby.

1—To the courts with S
wotkieg at my book of verses, which
that T am minded to throw it all away,

ink of but myself.
Versificatio facilis Latina!
Sequitur “Agnus Parvulus Mariae,”
Carmina nota, et illa Theodorus
Robinsen scripsit:

AGNUS MARIAE
Mariae parvae parvus erat agnus;
Candida sicut nix erat lanugo.
Quocumque est illa, ille est convagatus,
Quoque cum ea.

es. and to the office, where all the day lal.wuri.ng.

when visitors came in to stay a minute or

in especiall Will Beebe and
t

. Spaeth; and the rast of the day in
spemeth so inconsequential
save that T have others to

Aliqua die, quod et contra leges

Scholae fuit, secutus est ad scholam.

Agnum videntes, ricerunt infantes,
Luseruntque omnes.

Unde projectus, in vicinitate

Patiens est moratus, et tempore

Eo quam pulchra domina apparisset,
1lle expectavit.

“Agnus qua causa diligit Mariam?"
Liberi laet sic inquisiverunt.
“Agnum quod ecce diligit Marial”
Magister inquit
Ring in Wonderland
rRing W. Lardzer in the Chioage Tritune |
New York. Aug. 5—“Have you three seats for ‘Hitchy-Koo' tonight 1"
we azkod the lady behind the cigar counter.
“Yes™ ghe replied. “Three in the seventh row. Four apiece.”
“Can you hald them till 6 o'clock™
“No, but magbe I can do better for you then.”
At 8 o'clock she could do betier She conld give us the thres in the
peventh row, but the price waa now four-fifty apiece.
“They sell out every night,” she said
€0 we went to the box offics st 5:10 o'clock and acquired three at

twe-fifty per esch, which is the regular price.

Some of the patriotic boys in Yonkers have stopped playing
kde.and-se -, They now play camouflage

The Insidious Power of the Press
"From the Elmirs Telegram.]

To the Editor of the Telegram:
1 wish to call your sttention that I do not approve of your methoda

of putting photographs of women in your papers with statements under-
seath them stating that Mrz So und So will leave to-morrow for Sodus
Bay, or some other destination, to rough it Because those sort of pub-
liations might influence some women fto spend their vacation in that
sort of conduct A. P. WEGENER.
It will be & glorious day for eternal appositeness when Dr.
Kekoshkive of the new Russian Cabinet pays a visit to Coshocton, O.
AT THE NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY

Proudly 1 mount the winding marble stairs;

With head erect 1 march along the halls;

I put a {riendly hand against the walls;

And lo! T have forgot the day’s affairs.

So here I leave behind my petty cares,

My paltry wisdom now unheeded falls;

For here an old, insistent sibyl calls

And in my heart an ancient spirit flares,

For 1 have lived before in many lands
Ere now I come upon this little day;
But all my dreams are fled, my mem’ries gone,
Till T feel marble glow beneath my hands—
And then my chariot rolls the Appian Way,
Again 1 walk with kings in Babylon!
Wi Lov.

Atother answer to Mr. Norman Hapgood’s “What will the
world be Jike in 10277"—a mournful one, too—is “Not so crowded.”

By the way, If you must spesk of cantonments, you are safe
it aecenting the antepenult.
" : WAR
v Ehe sits and sews upon a tiny shirt
O} porsamer; the fire on the hearth
But half reflects the glory of her cheek;
And now she glances up, the tender eyes
Are misted o'er and fathomless with dreams—
| wonder, ean she think that soldiers wear
Buch fairy-modelled things as that? Ah, God!
The pity of it when she knows they do!
F.T. K

‘lju prvernment nesds 3—,54'6 more cooks, which is hardly enough
1 spoil the broth required.

Plattootednens has censed to be & bar to enlistment in the
army.

ol _‘_ih fintheadedness, that ne;er was,

-

Ko Ba Ay

| personification of war itsell,
| and sengitized consciences. M. Boutel ranks high among the French

short sfory writers of the war period.

Tue SiNews oF WAR

valume of food production.
friends and myself stand ready to
give $15,000 for that purpose.”

The speaker was Mr. W. B, Well-
man, a wholesale grocer, of Ban
Francisco. He was making the offer
{to the California Development Board.
IMr. Wellman, being a dealer in foods,

had ecarly foreseen that the food
| problem would be one of the greatest
[ of the war, He had tried to persuads
l!he State Wholesale Grocers' Asso-
|eiation to take up the work of stimu-
lating the production of food and its
utilization without waste and un-
necessary expense, The association
was obdurate, so Mr. Wellman deter-
|minerl to start something himself,

Out of that determination has

grown one more experiment with the
j eternal question of bringing the pr
{ducer and consumer of food clozer
| together for the cheapening of the
trast of living and the improvement
!of the producer’s position. It is an
experiment in a big way in a big

producers are already better organ-
|ized for the purpose of protecting
[their interests than anywhere clse in
:Americn.

{  Mr. Wellman's main idea at first
was to increase the volume of the
Ifood supply during the war. This

state, where large secctions of the

he sought to do by ereating a fund!

THe Mess

By THEODORE M. KNAPPEN

SAN FRANCISCO, Aug. 11.—"I;to finance the tillage of land that
{want to do something for the cause. | would not be utilized in the ordinary
I can't fight. Let me help swell the course, Intensive agriculture in irri-
Two | gated districts is a matter of consid-

erable capital, as the United States
| Roclamation Service has discovered.
| It is one thing to put water on land
lend another thing to put farmers
with eapital on the watered land.
fr. Wellman was well aware that
‘alifornin has much unused land al-
itehed, as well as much dry
| is not utilized. It secmed
to him that for the period of the war
it would be a highly patriotic service
to encourage the use of these lands,
even by means that could not be con-
sidered
times.

Greater Production May Be Mistake
Mr, Wellman is now a wiser but

vot & cadder man, He has found, as
ihe Nutional Defence Council has
found., us the state councils have

found, that increased production may
often turn out to ba a serious mis-

take, for it may not benefit the con- |

sumer and results in discouragement
ta the producer. Increased produc-

have a disastrous recoil.

-

California Farmers Are Organizing for Great
Food Campaign Next Year

soundly economic in ordinary |

tion without its logical consequences | “organized for the period of the war
in economic organization is apt to
Because it |
has actually produced too much in | the “auspices of the Californla De—;

|face value promises that labor for,
| harvesting and markets would be
!pmvlded. planted 125 acres to cab- |

bages—enough to supply Perzhing's
army with sauerkraut all winter. The
labor was forthcoming, but there was
ro market. The cahbages have been
ploughed back into the ground, and
the soil is too dry and hard for a
second crop of something else. The
case is typical. No patriotic appeal
from Herbert Hoover or anybody
elze is going to make that farmer,
exert himself next year. .

Mr. Wellman decided that food!
production was a question for prac-'
tical farmers. There were too many |
lawyers and university professors—
and no farmers—on the state Council
of Defence to please him. He also
noted that so far Herbert Hoover, in
dealing with the food question, has
not summoned any ablebodied farm-
ers to his assistance. Strange omis-
sion.

“A farmer," said Albert Lindley,
of San Joaquin County, at the con-
ference of practical farmers sum-
moned through Mr. Wellman's initia-
tive, "who doesn't take some advice
from the agrieultural college profes-
sors iz a fool. A farmer who takes
all his advice from them is a damned
fool.”

For this reason the California As-
soclation of Practical Farmers wasi
in response to the President's appeal
to the farmers of the nation,” under

the midst of a hungry world, Cali-|velopment Board and some wholesale

forniz will probably reduce next!
year's acreage by about 20 per cont.]
A patriotic farmer, taking at their ' their purpose iz to

ENGER—By Fréde

grocers.”
The practical farmers state that

Provide adequate farm help,

Inerease the food supply,

Eliminate the foed speculator.

And the first and the last named
chjectives are going to be attended |
to first next year. They were last|
this year, Never again for the:
practical farmers. The farmers seek |
to get into direct touch with the urban
distributers of the mon-speculative|
kind. The purpose is to put an end
to the anomaly of low prices to the
farmer and high prices to the con-|
eumer, of good food thrown away in |
the country and not to be obtained in i
the city.

The fine thing about the new or-|

| ganization is that, while it is a farm-

ers' organization, it is being financed
by city people. It has not been cre-
ated to make jobs or cxploit some-
body or something for somebody's |
benefit. It is an emergency war
measure. Its working secretary and
manager, Mr. W. D. Egilbert, has al
rice farm in the Sacramento Valley |
with a $125,000 crop on it this year. |
He has sent his two sons to the firing |
line in France, sent himsel{ to the
food front and hired a manager to
take the place of himself and boys.

California has already learned how |
to get the individualistic American
to codperate in many Ways. There |
are many powerful and efficient or-
ganizations of producers of different
crops who have found out how to|
protect themselves. Now these |m=.t.:~F
tical farmers propose fo help the
weaker brathren and solve the con-
sumer's problem for him.

The advanced farmer comes preach-
ing and teaching economic salvation
in the city wilderness.

war geperafes.

| wounds and the forgetiulness of old

Translated by William L. McPherson

The little story which follows has only a background of war.|
Yet it is a true war story; for what gives naturalness
what universalizes its motive, Is a certain emotional reaction which
Pity, tenderness, forgiveness, the healing of old 54 old

scores—these things become in-

[
Ist}ncm'e. so far as human relationskips are concerned, in the highly
charged atmosphere of war time. Petty grievances fall away in days |

| of general trial and sacrifice.
The messenger of

M. Frederic Boutet's little tale is really & ywo months old. Since then nothing—
knocking at the door of wounded hearts |

{ The narrow shop front was painted | ll-.-;.1

green. The interior was all iilled with

|plants in pots and with flowers ar-
| ranged in vases. Eince the sunm, which
was unclouded that day, shone in from
the front, the littla ghop took on the
| aspect of & sheltered springtime nook,
enjoying a mildness which was as pre-
‘mature ms it was charming.

‘ M soldier, who came from the direc-

tion of Montparnasss, had stopped and

was gazing s a big taft of anemones,

“Well, soldier, are you locking for a
quet?”

a soldier rajsed his eyee. It waa
the proprietress, a young woman with
bhrown hair and grayish eyes, which
sparkled with candor and confidence.

“A bouquet? No," he answered In a
voi¢s composed and almost drawling.
| “Bgt, you see, I am » gardener by
[mde. And 1 love flowers."
| #“Are you Mme. Pertha Maret?” he
| added, plancing at the name writlien
| across the glass door.

“yes. 1 am. But why
| ask™

“My name is Antoine Tavand and 1
had last yeer in my section n comrade
whose name was Maret.”

“AR! Won't

b

.~ Hea

FORT MEYER, Va, Aug.
| God it is BSunday again!

5 —Thank

| The beach at Coney Island has had
| nothing on the Fort parade
| grounds in the way of furnishing sleep-
| ing accommodations, but it is an even
| bet, batween the heat inside and the
| maosnuitoes outzide, which ia the most
| efficient sleep preventive.
| after severs! of the men had been over-
come by the heat, they did eall off the
| long “hikes" to and from the range.
! which is a tidy little march of twelve
miles. Quite encugh, thank you, for
| any summer’s day in Virginia.

This commencement stunt, that
| is going to be pulled a week from to-
morrow, will probably be very impres-
| give and very interesting to tha spee-
| tators, hut I can assure you that very
| few of us are looking forwnrd to it
| with any pleasure. Just as we thought
everything was settled, a lot of reg-
ulars were pushed in on us as regi-
mental supply officers, ete. Very offi-
eient and much needed men, but quite
as walcome, just now, as a sore toe.
No one can imagine & regular as any-

Meyer

|

ds ¥you

you gome inside?” said sy

This lanst |
week was almost beyond the limit.!

However, |

l

thing lees than a eaptain, 50 every Teg- |

! ulsr means to us, en2 lesa eaptain, one
!IP!_‘ first lleutenant, ane less second
lieutenant, and, consequently, one mora
poor devil for whom there is no eom-
mission. )
On the other hand, wa hear that
wKenler's Kids" are going fo bo went-
tered among ®il the new regiments as
phuwnl instructors and wao witl &ll he

structors hard enough to muke any im-

preasion.
The reviswing and cone

moved up to fill the vaeancies .p.u‘,
ferented. “It's & great life if you don't
wenken.” ; ;
"Fl:ma who have had "guts" enough
to stick it out waon't wenken now, but,
it is going to be darn bard on those
who Enn not shown the necessary
“punch” anid those who have not heen
aggressive enough, or have not had
brass enough to bump into their in=

[ For our boys and Allies, too."

young woman, with a little start.

» followed her into the shop, fresh
An gmelling of earth and
flowers., o took off his clonk, but re-
mained standing. He was shart in

body,

and & counte-

lders,
In

rily pockmarked.

peacenble and winning.
was vyou comrade’s
the young woman

12 firat
name ™ nsked
brusquely.

“Louls, I believe,
Louis Maret—a big blond, a very good-
looking fellow. Do you know m

a long time sines you saw him
she said, lgnoring ﬁ,, question,
it must be several months. You
soe, | wan wounded.”

. she declared:
aequainted with the per-
son you mention. If that is what you
wish to know, now you know it

She turned awny to arrange a mi-
mosn, lHer fingerg trembled aas she
tonched its fragile leaves. The sol-
dier went away.

Some days afterward he returned.
fery quietly he entered the little shop.
“Excuse me If I disturb you,” he
said to the yvoung woman. “But the

Iny, when I spoke to you about
ot faret, I belleve T annoyed
I n't mean to do so.”

Yes, that was it:

u. it
She fixed her gray eyes squarely on
him. H'e hnd the air of an honest,

waoll-meaning man, and, after all, she
could not suppresa her desire for

!

to its action,|

| all that I had and. left me on the street

| finished.

t, with a round head ret |

]
thore was un expreasion |

W

“I was quick the other cday” she
said. “But, you see— Lounr Maret—
well, he was my husban!. For five
yoars he made me very unhuppy. [
endured everything— everything, you
understand. When he left me, four
vears and a half ago, I feit almost like
woman. 1 had suffered so
much, He went away three times and
three timea | pardoned him. Weo had a
fine establishment and & business
which was doing well. He squandered

with threa children, the youngest only

not a word. The money—that 1 didn't
care about—but the other things.

believe that It amused him to torment
me. He saw to it that I should know
all about his misconduct. Whaen I was
delivered of him for good 1 succeeded
in forgetting him. Now, for me, it is
That is why I told you the
other day that I didn't know him.”

“Yes. 1 understund,” said Antoine
Lavaud, as placidly as ever. “When we |
were together he told me, without |
going into details, that he had behuved
very hadly toward his family. Proba-
bly he was sorry. Down there one re-
flects —one changes, you seo.”

“Nonsense,” she answered, shrugging
her shoulders. “Why would he have
changed? Yes. When the war began,
I believed that he would come to sce
me before going to the front. That he
would write me a line, at least. But
no. And when he came back on leave
he looked up the woman for whom he
left me the last time. T know Hhim.
But it is all the sama to me now, It
is finished. 1 have my children to
ralse, and my occupation is a hard one.
There are times, in the busy season,
that | go three or four nights without
tleeping.”

She went off to serve a customer,

“Tell me,” she askad, sharply, when
she returned, “would you have done
thut? Would you have deserted your
wife and your children 7"

“Certainly not. But, you see, I have
no wife and no children,” he answered,
softly.

From that day on he reappeared reg-
ularly. His visita to the shop seemed
to please him immensely. He insisted
on sweeping the floor: he watered the
flowers, Most frequently he sat down
and talked with the young woman.
They discussed horticulture or ex-

ric Boutet

| und flowers,
| ments which were the sweetest in

e

changed views in general, and they al-|
ways agreed perfectly, From time to
time Lavaud dropped some phrases, evi-
dently preparsd in advance, about re- |
pentance and forgiveness, in connection |
with which he mentioned the name of |
Louis Maret. [
One day he arrived enrly in the
afternoon, seated himself opposiie the
young wife, who was preparing a |heaf|
|

of leaves, and suld with the greatest
calmness:
“l am a liar!™

She ralsed her eyes in utonlshment.!
Ho continued: |
WListen to me. Maret was wounded|
the same day 1 was, anid was brought |
here to the same hospital. Only he |
was more seriouszly wounded than I

was, and he is"——
dead! And I never

“Dead? He is
gaw him again! And I have never had |

a chanee to take care of llurn!" |
She sprang up, very pale.
“No, pna.glle is Ect desd, He in:
etting along all right, One can see |

fhu: )ﬁsu love him," seid Antcine La- |

vaud, watching her closely. ol
“\What | have said | agreed with him

to say. We are Intimate friends, and

he has told me everything. He thought
that you would never pardon him, and
he sent me to try to &rrange things
little by little, He has repented, ‘and
%em very wretched, you know.

he has
e"'.\'heru is he?" she cried. “Take mo
to him."

“Hp in at the door. Ha is waiting |
there. It is the first time he has been
allowed to go out.”

She listened no longer. She rushed
to the door and was now sobbing as
she embraced & man who had just en-
tered and whom she could not in the
bottom of her heart help feeling ;lnrl
to find so sged and so changed, since |
tlius, she thought, he wonld be perhaps
more safely hers. it

Antoine Lavaud slipped sway with-
out being noticed. .

“I have succeeded; 1 am happy, he
said to himself, out in the street, But
suddenly he felt a bitter pang, and he
comprehended that in that little 5i1op,|
fresh and fragrant, smelling of earth |
he had passed the mo-
sl
his life—in the company of an unfor-
gettable woman with gray eyes who
loved snother whom he had brought
back to her.

— ——————

t Limits Hikes

From Fort

Myer

spoke of in my last letter, not
ipation, however, has been go-
il week, We did not have much

which I
in ant

an idea then what was coming to us,
and it in rathor dificult now to explain
just what huppened; but the general
impression seems to be that instead of
i this nnd that, one at & time, “by
bers” as it were, we have been
hem &ll nt once. By now we
osed to do this and that uuto-
Weo do sometimes. And we
ipposed to do them all at once,
automatically,. We do sometimes,

Hut the trouble is they keep chang-

| ing the combinatien,

and if by myl
chance you should take a minute or
two off to worry about whether you are
going to get a commission or not, you
sre ahout two laps behind in the next
movement.  This is disastrous, as is
firmly impressed on you in the next
ten seconds, Of course you have all
heard that “the private {s not supposed
to think, but to obhey.” This applies
to us, inasmuch as we must be abso-
lutely on the alert for the next com-
mand; a sort of Dr. Jekyl and Mr
Hyde game for each of us—physically
a private, mentally prospective officers,

Glr]s AS];éd To -_Do

Self-Denial on 3 Per Cent Basis

The 3 Per Cent Service Bond Com.!
mittee has heen formed as an auxiliary
tha National Surgical Dress-
ings Committea of America and the
Trench Corafort Packet Committee for
the United States and the Allies. “Tts
purpose s to divert three cents of
every dollar Epent on clothes or plens.
packets or surgical

of

ure to comfort

dressings.
Every gifl in the country, particu-|

arly the “busy girl” whose time is|

not her awn &nd who suffers a twinge |

of conselence every time the consumes
vudae, i3 invited to join, By writ. |
it to the 3 ar Cent Servies Bond Com.

mittes, ut y Fifth Avenue, she may |
obtaln # miniature bank decornted with |
the flag, ot which this rhyme appears: i
1
For every little dollar
You spend on clothes and fun
Just three little pennies |
For the oy behind the gun.

' from 9 to 5 o'clock each weekday be-

Three little pennies |
Won't mean =0 much to you
fiut millions in comfort |

When there ars 100 pennies in the
bank the money s sent to the commit- |
tea wnd the sender receives as a recepl'

olidating of » 3 per cent service bond, which fs a

| very dear to the feminine hesart” said

| bond idea presented itself,

Bit by |

certificate of memberehip in the eom- |
mittee, Ten bonds entitie the holdsr to
decorntion for loyal service in the homa |
trench line, |

Miss Harriet Eva Coffin and Miss |
Hildegarde Hawthorns are the organ-|
tzers and executives of the commit.
teo, It is the work of thelr spare time, |
just ns ita results will be the work of
the spars thoughts and pennies of thou- |
sands of nther young women.

“Ax cinthes and pleasures are both

|

Miss Coffin, “most of our dollars go
that wuy. So it is not asking a grnt|
denl of any girl to save enly three pen. |
nies every time she spends a dollar on
herself. Then, although ehe daes not
wear her country'a m, she knows
within her heart EVEry gown or
emart hat or pretty pair of pumps has
been bought with n patriotic dollar, and
bears unseen the trademark of her vol.
untary eucrifice,

“My problem was the problem of
every business girl- lack of time to
knit or sew or fold bandages. My tima

longed to my employer. | felt like &
slacker, and so | was. In searching
my own mind for n task suited to my
brain and hands, the 3 per cent service
Therefore,
I am sharing the little scheme with the
busy girls, and msking their codpera-
tion to make it & big factor for useful.

neas,”
\

| the diseard, you can inegine how n

each with the everylasting “Why?” on |
his lips. The only sure answer is that|
“It's the army.” |

But, all joking aside, the idea is|
that out of the apparent chaos of|
changing from ‘“open warfare” to|
“srench warfure™ there will soon|
emerge somothing definite enough for|
some one to write a book mbout which
will be adopted by the army. This will|
be a great relicf. Previous to this war
you could ulwuys, in maneuvres 1]
mern, prove an order right or wrong|
according to the -book, but now, with all |
books over twenty-four hours old in |

each officers’

generals there anre in
training camp.
Things Not So Hopelesa

All of which is not anywhere near az
hopeless as it sounds, The Amaorican |
business man is the keenest and most
adaptable cuss in the world. Mogt of
the officers of the regular army would
make good business men. Most of the
men in these training camps will muke |
gond officers, There was n good deal|
of jealousy at first on the part of some
of the reruiar army officers, especially |
the West Pointers, and n good desl of |
hard fecling on the part of some of|
the men who came to these camps with |
commiggions in the Resarve Carps, but
s great desl of tact on the purt of 1!1-]
powers thut be, together with the ever |
inerensing seriousness of the situation, |
has smoothed down most of the ruffie
feathers. |

We hear now (rumor Ne. 2,058) that |
those who get their commissiona at the |
end of this camp wiil be apilowed to
wear the “U. 5" on their collars, in-
stead of the “11, 8, R." (the “R" atand-
ing for Reserve). We hope it 15 true,
for it wotild help us tremendously in
handling the new army, and God knows
we need all the help we cen get. Wa
look up, and juetly so, to the officers
in our regular army. We covet and
nead their distinetion, and guch a move
would do more then anything slse to
prove that the old order of things has
passed for good and all. It would
mean that for the period of this war,
ut least, the regular army, the National
Guard and the new army have been, in
fact, welded into one great National
Army in which nothing but afficleney
will count and whose only aim is vic
tory. SERGEANT HILL.

Are Women People?

By ALICE DUER MILLER

Democracy Begins at Home

Scene: A colonnaded shrine. Democracy, a colossal female figure, is in
the centre: on each side of the shrine stand groups of suffragiste,
silently appealing.

Enter a group of soldiers; they knesl at the shrine.
Soidiers:

Oh, Goddess, fair and kind and pure,

At thy request, at thy commands,

To fates unknown in foreign lands
We go—to make the world secure

For thee, oh, Goddess, fair and pure;
To make thy pathways safe and clear,
(Puzzled)
What are these women doing here”

Enter a group of anti-suffragists. They look at the statue, but do not knee!,
Antis,

Oh, what a common, crowded place!
Oh, what an unalluring face!
No mystery or charm or grace,
So strong she looks, and active.
It really is ridiculous
That there should be this endless fuss
About Democracy—to us
She seems so unattractive,
But if it's true, as all aver,
There will be, are, and always were
Men glad to fight and die for her
And her increased dominion,
Let them establish her by force
Of arms and guns and men and horse,
But far across the seas, of course,
Not here—that’s our opinion.
No lady likes to vote, my dear.
(Surprised) .
What are these women doing here?

Enter a worshipper who looks a little bit like Mr. Root.
Worehipper,
Oh, Goddess, in my early youth
I did not worship thee aright;
But not too late I knew the truth—
I saw, and not too late, the light.
And now in every public speech
I call on thee, and well content
To be thy prophet, now I preach
The blessings of self-government.
Thy universal reign is near—
(Angrily)
What are these women doing here?

Enter a group of elderly gentlemen who somewhat resemble the Justices of
the Supreme Court of Massachusetts, They kneel with smiles.

Justices (whispering to the Goddess),
Democracy, you did not doubt
That we could find a neat way out;
This is our perfect, simple plan:
A person only is a man.
Thus we can logically say
The people ought to have their way.
Vox populi—not women’s, though;
They are not people—no, no, no!
Our minds are keen, well trained and clear.
These women have no business here,

Enter another worshipper, who might almost be the President of the
United States,
The Worshipper,

Since first our forefathers beheld

Thy face and played their mighty parts,
Oh, Goddess, we have always held

Thy interests nearest to our hearts}
And when we knew that foes of thine

Were stalking cruelly abroad
We cricd: “Oh, Goddess, just, benign,

For thee, for thee, we draw the sword "
Only for thee would we endure

To turn from gentleness and peace,
Only to make the world secure

For thee, that tyranny should cease;
That all the people who obey

The law should have an equal share
In making law—only this way

Can governments be right and fair;
That all the nations of this earth

Be free. How strange, how very queer,
I thought I heard a sound of mirth?
(Angrily)
What are these women doing here?

Demaocracy,
After a silence, Democracy raises her hand.

Oh, gentlemen, I must confess,

With all your democratic fire,
I think it edd you cannot guess

What women seek, what they desire,
They seek what you have always sought,

They bend the knee, they make their vow,
For that for which your fathers fought,

For which your sons are fighting now.
You sing my praizes high and low,

Your phrases ring across the foam,
And yet, like Charity, you know,

Democracy begins at home.

Industrial Foundation
To Cheer U. S. Soldiers - ¢ helpful ‘and inapiring

Iiterature sid in relieving the mo-
notony of camp life,

_Among the (irst bits of cheer to be
digtributed will be 100,000 copies of &
book of epigrams entitled “The Opti-
mist w4, The Pessimist,” written and .
ublished by Henry N. Hansen. The
woks which the seldiers will get con-
stitute a special war edition. A gift
of F2,500 will provide them for the
soldiers already in France. Excerpts
from the hook follow:

_ “The ontimist invites fenestration.
I]-.-- pessimist is content with
gloam,

“The optimist sces the big thing te
do snd doea it. The proposition must
be outlined for the pessimist.

“The pessimist was mortified when
the alarm clock was invented. }‘ho
optimist was ‘de-lighted.'"

ru-innr-, inspirational and religious ad-
dresses weting as a connecting link be.
o nnd field, and securing

The Industrial Evangelistic Founda-
tion, incorporated in 1310 to “bring the
Gospel meszage to the indastrial elnss,”
has established n military “good cheer™
department, which, aceording to the
announcement made by the founda-
tion, "will be operated until the elose
of the war or until the service Is no
longer necessary.”

A. M. Bruner, natlonal secretary of
the foundation, is eheer leader. Among
the functions of the depurtment are:

Vigitation to camps, stations gnd hos-
pitals, Codperatinn with other agencies

for the comifori, diversion and encour-
sgement of the men, delivaping pa-



